2O6                            GOLDEN  HORN

Every point was watched. Two sentries armed with old
Martini rifles (of archaic pattern but unpleasantly big
bore) stood directly below our window: two more,
similarly equipped, were stationed opposite : another
half-dozen were posted in the garden and streets near-by.

Eventually we decided on a plan whose chief merit
was its apparent impossibility : we would climb out of
the window and across three or four yards of wall face,
then having reached the cover of a parapet on the roof
of the adjoining house, we would creep along behind it
to the corner of the East-West thoroughfare, about a
hundred yards away, where a North-South street inter-
sected it, and slide down a rope to freedom.

It was a good plan, because the wall was not as im-
passable as it looked, having two string-courses which
would give us a foothold and a handhold ; and our
visibility was not as great as it seemed, for sentries rarely
look upwards, and rarely look for things they don't
expect.

" Zero hour " was 945 p.m.

In order to facilitate the chances of getting out of our
window without being seen, we had enlisted the help of
a Russian Colonel. Prince Avaloff. When we extinguished
the lights in our room, as if going to bed, he had promised
to engage the sentries at the door of his house in con-
versation, and to give us an all-clear signal by waving
a lighted cigarette three times.

We drank a stirrup-cup together before he left us.

We took off our boots, tied them round our waists,
roped ourselves together, shouldered our haversacks,
blew out our lamp.

Crouched under the window-sill, we waited. The
sentries below us were sitting on stools, with their rifles